The Tragedy 

To Bona fifierto the king ofFraunce, 

Thcfe both put by a poore petitioner 
•A care- crazd mother of a many children, 

A beauty-wainingand diftrcfled widow, 

Euen in the afternoone ofher beft daies 
Madepri.'e and purchafeofhis Iuflfulleye, 

Scduc t the pitch and height ofal his thoughts. 

To bale declenf on and loatbd bigamie. 

By her in his vnlawfull bed he got. 

This Edward whom our manersterme the prince. 

More bittcrlie could I expoflulate, 

Saue that for reuerencc tofome aliue 
I giuc a (paring limit to my tongue: 

Then good my Lord , take to your royall felfc, 
ihisp.ofKred benefit ofdigmtie: 

If nottobleflevs and the land WithaJl, 

Y et to draw out your royall ltocke. 

From the corruption ofabufing time, 

Vnto a lineal! true deriued courfe, 

Mmoy. Dogood my Lord your Cittizens^ntreat you 
Cnef. O make them ioifull granttheir lawful fuite. 
Ch. Alas, why w-ould you heape thcfe cares on me, 

I am vnfitfor date and dignitie, 

I do befeechyou take it notainificj 

I cannot nor I will not yeeld to you. 

Blll kr Jfyoti re ^fe it as in louc andzeale, 

Loath to depofe the child your brothers fonne. 

As well we know your tendemes ofheart. 

And gentle kindeffeminate remorfe, 

Which wcehaue noted in you to yout kin, 

And egallie indeed to all cfiates, 

Yet whether you accept our luitc or no, 

Your brothers /onne fhall neuer raigne our kin" 

But we will plant fome other in t he throane, 

To the difgrace and downfall of your houfe: 

And in this rcfolution here vveleaue yc-u. 

Come Citizens, zounds ile intreat no more. 

Glo, O donotfweare my Lord ofBuckingham. 


of Richard the third. 

Catef. Call them againe,- my lord, and accept their lute, 
jino. Doe, good my lord, leafi all the land do rew it, 
glo. Would you infbrce me toa world ofcare: 

Well, cail them againe, I am not made offtones, 

But penetrable to your kind intreates. 

Albeit again!! my confcienceandmy foule. 

Coofin ofBuckingham, nnd you (age graue men 
Since you will buckle fortune on my backe, 

Tobeai eherburtheivwhether I will or no, 

I mull haue patience to indure the lode. 

But ifblacke fcand ale or (bule-fac’t rcproch 
Attend the fequell ofyour impofition. 

Your meerc infbrccmcnc fhall acquittance mee 
From all the impure blots and Haines thereof. 

For God he knowes, and you may partly fee. 

How farre I am from the defire thereo f. 

Mayor. God blefTe your grace, we fee it, and will fay it. 
Qlo. In faying ; fo, you fhall but fay the truth. 

Bttckj Then I Tdute you with this kingly title : 

Long liue Richarcguinglands royall kin®. 

' myor. Amen. ° 

Buc k. Tomorrow vyillitpleafeyoutobecrown’d, 
glo. Euen when you will, fince you will haue it fo. 

Tomorrow then we will attend your grace. 
glo. Come, let vs to our holy taske againe: 
rarewtl good coofine, farwel gentle friends. “ Sxetint. 

Enter Quee. mother, Duchefe of Torkf, (JMarqucs Dor fee , at 
enedoore, Duch,feofJ/ocef}. at another doore. 
n Hch c ^ meets vs heere, my neece Plantagenet ? 

1 ™ veU met > whether awaie fo fafi ? 
v u Npferther then the Tower.andaslghefle 
pon the like deuotion as your felues, 

iogratulatcthe tender Pnncesthere. 

A Ku1 j fifter t ^ lan ks,weele enteral togither. Enter 
M T-"r d timC hcre the Lieut en3nt comes. Lent want. 

Lieu. Wei Madam, and in health, but by your leatie. 
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